Thou that at Rome astonisht does behold
The antique pride which menaced the skie,
These haughtie heapes, these palaces of olde.
These wals, these arcks, these baths, these temples

hie;

Judge, by these ample mines vew, the rest
The which injurious time hath quite outworne^
Since of all workmen helde in reckning best;
Yet these olde fragments are for pateraes borne :
Then also marke how Rome, from day to day,
Repayring her decayed fashion,
Renewes herselfe with buildings rich and gay;
That one would judge, that the Romaine Dsmon
Doth yet himselfe with fatall hand enforce,
Againe on foote to reare her pouldred corse.

All that which Aegypte whilome did devise,

All that which Greece their temples to embrave

After th' lonicke, Atticke, Doricke guise;

Or Corinth skil'd in curious workes to grave;

All that Lysippus practike arte could forme,

Apelles wit, or Phidias his skill,

Was wont this auncient Citie to adorne,

And the heaven it selfe with her wide wonders fill.

All that which Athens ever brought forth wise;

All that which Afrike ever brought forth strange;

All that which Asie ever had of prise,

Was here to see. O mervelous great change !

Rome, living, was the worlds sole ornament, .

And, dead, is now the worlds sole moniment.

SPENSER (from The Raines of Rome)
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